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face and applauding forepaws of Mr. Blythe. The thing
was devastating in treatment and design—not unkind,
merely killing. Michael's face had been endowed with a
sort of after-dinner rapture, as if he were enjoying the sound
of his own voice. Ridicule! Not even a personal friend,
an artist, could see that the wilderness was at least as
deserving of ridicule as the pelican ! The cartoon seemed
to write the word futility large across his page. It recalled
to him Fleur's words at the outset: " And by the time
the Tories go out you'll have your licence." She was a
born realist! From the first she had foreseen for him the
position of an eccentric, picturesquely beating a little
private drum ! A dashed good cartoon ! And no one
could appreciate it so deeply as its victim. But why did
every one smile at Foggartism ? Why ? Because among
a people who naturally walked, it leaped like a grasshopper;
to a nation that felt its way in fog, it seemed a will-o'-the-
wisp. Yes, he was a fool for his pains ! And—just then,
Soames arrived.
" I've been to see that Scotchman," he said. <e He
means to take it into Court,"
" Oh ! Not really, sir ! I always thought you'd keep it
out."
" Only an unqualified apology will do that. Fleur can't
give it; she's in the right. Can you come down with me
now and see Sir James Foskisson ? "
They set out in a taxi for the Temple.
The chambers of very young Nicholas Forsyte were in
Paper Buildings. Chinny, mild and nearly forty, he
succeeded within ten minutes in presenting to them every
possible doubt.
" He seems to enjoy the prospect of getting tonked,"
murmured Michael while they were going over to Sir
James.

